CHAPTER 61 


June 14, 2011 


“I’m tired of coming to this school... | can’t believe they let that Tatsumi kid in 
here.” 


Justin had been walking through the hallways, ready to head home for the day when 
he heard two girls chatting with each other about something. And under most 
conditions, he would have just walked by; but he couldn’t help but stop when he 
heard Kanji’s name being brought up. He was curious to say the least so he leaned 
up against a wall in the hallway, trying to be as nonchalant as possible. For all he 
knew this could be nothing, and he didn’t want to look like he was eavesdropping; 
so he pulled out his cell-phone and pretended to text someone while the two girls 
continued to chat. 


“| hear he started his own gang and goes around bullying people. How did | get to 
be in the same class as him?” 


“He’s always out snooping near the practice building, too. How scary is that?” 


Pretty freakin’ creepy when you knew the guy like Justin did. Still, Kanji was an 
aggressive fuck and an asshole for sure, but he never struck Justin as being the kind 
of guy to bully people. | mean, the guy beat up a motorcycle gang because they 
kept his mother up at night. The guy had a heart of gold; just a really rough 
exterior. Simply put, these rumors struck him as a bunch of bullshit. All the same, 
he thought Kanji should have a heads up that people were accusing him of being a 
bully. He folded his phone back into its closed position, putting it in his pocket 
before departing down the stairs and over to the practice building. 


It took Justin a moment to get there; but when he did, it turned out those girls had 
been right about at least ONE thing. Kanji was there in the practice building, 
casually peeping through a window into one of the classrooms... The sewing room 
to be more precise. Justin bit his bottom lip slightly; not sure how exactly he should 
be taking that. All the same, he thought it could generally be agreed upon that 
whatever Kanji’s intentions were looking into the sewing room, it was creepy as all 
hell. Justin cleared his throat slightly before calling out to Kanji. 


“Kanji, you realize how fucked up this looks, right?” Kanji jumped back slightly, 
completely surprised by Justin’s sudden, and kind of loud, appearance. His eyes 
were wide in slight fear, and it looked like he was actually starting to sweat a bit. 
Whatever it was he was doing, clearly he didn’t want Justin to know. He just hoped 
that it wasn’t what those girls had been talking about earlier; that he was just 
ashamed to have been caught peeking into the knitting club. 


“Whoa, Justin-senpai! I-l wasn’t peeping inside! It’s not like that!” Justin raised his 
eyebrow. So he WAS peeping inside. Now it was just a matter of WHY. Kanji 
stammered a bit more before speaking again, Justin crossing his arms slightly in 
front of his chest. “...S-So, why are you making that scary face at me?” Justin raised 
both of his eyebrows this time. Scary face? But... But I’m not making a face; this is 
how | always look... 


“Uh... There’s something you probably want to know...” Justin remarked, somewhat 
off put by Kanji’s assertion that Justin had a scary face on. Kanji darted his eyes 
from side to side, as though checking to see if anyone was around. It was suspicious 
as all hell, though it was a lot more suspicious when he asked if they could take this 
conversation elsewhere. 


“_..1 see. Let’s go somewhere else then.” Justin shrugged his shoulder slightly. 


“Lead the way.” 


“Alright, so whaddya want that! had to drag us all the way out here.” Kanji spoke 
up slightly irritated. Justin was getting a bit irritated himself. They could have had 
this conversation right there; there was no reason to come all the way out to the 
flood plains to drop him a line as to the rumors surrounding him. Justin crossed his 
arms, a frown on his face before speaking up. “Oh, you’re here to tell me off or 
somethin’?” Justin’s eyes widened for a brief moment, before dropping into a glare. 
That sounded like a confession to him. 


“So you DID do it.” Kanji just seemed confused. He had assumed he had done 
something wrong, but he had no idea what. And now Justin seemed to be taking his 
confusion as confirmation that he was in fact the culprit. It didn’t make any sense to 
Kanji in the slightest. 


“Uh... Do what?” 


“| heard a rumor that you were going around with a gang of bullies. | was trying to 
drop you a line, but apparantly you already know.” Now Kanji was mortified. Bullies? 
Justin thought he was getting involved with bullies? Wh- But- WHAT IN THE FUCK 
ARE YOU TALKING ABOUT!? 


“Bullies? M-Me!? Senpai, you suspecting me!?” 


“| wasn’t until that last remark.” Justin glared at Kanji. Kanji looked like he was 
panicking, which only deepened Justin’s suspicion. 


“Senpai... | didn’t do it.” Kanji tried to calmly explain, regaining his composure, a 
nod of his head. “I mean maybe it ain’t that easy to trust me, since they say | was in 
a gang and all... But you gotta believe me.” 


Justin glared at him for a bit longer before sighing, releasing all tension in his brow. 
He believed him... | mean, yeah the guy had been panicking like a motherfucker 
earlier, but now? He had no tells; he had denied guilt without so much as a hint of 
falsery in his voice or body language. Besides; Justin could understand what it was 
like to not be trusted just because of rumors... because of something beyond your 
control... 


“| believe you man, it’s just you sounded like you knew what | was talking about, so 
| just sort of figured... You know what, it’s not important. Sorry man.” Kanji sighed, 
Slightly relieved that Justin had believed him, slightly upset that he had doubted him 
in the first place. Sure, they barely knew each other, but it seemed that out of all 
the people he had met over the last month, Justin had related to him the most. He 
would have thought Justin would know better than to think Kanji was responsible. 


“...’S my own fault rumors like that go around, huh...?” Justin shook his head. It kind 
of was, but the fault didn’t fall on Kanji. You can’t change who you are as a person, 
and Kanji was just aggressive. It was all in the fault of society, the people who 
judged him and made false rumors like that. 


“No, it’s not. It’s human nature’s fault. People just love to judge people.” Kanji 
sighed a bit as Justin struggled to spit those words out. It wasn’t that Justin didn’t 
believe what he said; in fact, it was the exact opposite. Justin believed every word 
he said; it was pretty much the basis of everything that had ever gone wrong in his 
life. It almost pained him to spit those words out; it struck too close to his heart. 


“At this rate, I’ll be causing trouble for you guys...” Justin had been staring at the 
ground, struggling with his thoughts, when the comment hit his ears. His eyes jolted 
upwards to meet Kanji’s. He was looking off to the side, trying to avoid eye contact. 
Justin could not believe Kanji had just said that. That was what was worrying him? 
Causing trouble for investigation team? Why, for having a reputation? Hate to break 
it to you Kanji, but the team consisted of the son of the manager of a despised 
business chain and the kid who had a reputation for being out of his goddamn mind 
and trying to start a riot. And that was only listing off the ones who had a negative 
reputation. 


“Cause trouble for us? You realize who you're talking to, right? Do you realize how 
much shit | start on a regular basis? Believe me; nothing you do could make it any 
worse than | already have.” Justin smirked. He hadn’t so much as made people bat 
an eyelash at his little group, and he had suggested overthrowing the school board. 
Kanji smiled slightly at Justin’s remark, though Justin had to wonder if that was 
because he made him feel better or if he was agreeing with Justin’s notion that he 
had fucked the group over somehow. 


“Senpai...” Kanji remarked, a smile staring to sweep across his face. He also 
seemed to be slightly embarrassed, given the color of his cheeks. At least, Justin 
sincerely HOPED it was embarrassment. They still hadn’t quite established Kanji’s 


sexual preference, and he had no intention on this turning down THAT pathway. 
Hell, Kanji knew Chie and Justin were a thing anyway; so if he WAS into Justin like 
that, you would think he would have noticed Justin didn’t roll that way. “Uhh... 
Whenever | got the time... Could you maybe hear what | have to say? | feel all 
cramped inside... And I’m too dumb to know what it’s all about...” Justin chuckled 
Slightly. 


“| used to be the same way; you’re not dumb man.” Justin tried to cheer him up. It’s 
true; back when Justin first came to Inaba, he had been struggling with his emotions 
a lot, what with meeting new people, falling for Chie, the whole thing with his eye, 
the Maya situation... Hell, now he had the issue of his shadow. It still sent shivers 
down his spine thinking that monstrosity could take control of him; could make him 
do all sorts of destructive things. It was terrifying Knowing you could lose your mind 
at any given second. “I’m free right now if you want to talk.” 


“Yeah... yeah, I'd like that.” Kanji chuckled slightly. 


“Man, I’m starving for some Chinese.” 


Kanji had dragged Justin over to Aiya’s to grab some food while they talked. Justin 
wasn't entirely opposed to the idea; after all, food is food and it would keep him 
busy while he was listening to Kanji’s problems. Not to sound like a jerk or anything, 
but you know how Justin couldn’t stand still. Well, it’s not like you can pace around 
or tap your foot while someone tells you how misunderstood they are. But you could 
eat; and that was good enough for Justin. Still, this was supposed to be his and 
Chie’s place. It wasn’t that the others could never go there or anything, it’s just that 
he felt awkward going to eat there without her. It just wasn’t the same without her 
here. 


“You should have been with us yesterday. We made a bet over a game of 
dodgeball, and Yosuke and Yu had to buy us all ramen when they lost.” Justin 
remarked, leaving out Daisuke and Kou just for the sake of being brief and to the 
point. Kanji smiled slightly at the prospect of everyone throwing balls at each other. 
He sort of put the pieces together that Yukiko and Chie were on Justin’s team; he 
just couldn’t believe they had managed to top Yu. | mean, maybe Yosuke by 
himself, but not Yu. No offense to Yukiko or Chie of course. 


“| love Aiya’s, but if | eat and then go home, | can’t finish Mom’s cooking... She 
serves so much you'd think | have five brothers. | swear she’s trying to make my 
stomach burst.” 


“My mother was like that too.” Justin remarked, his smile shifting into a slight frown. 
His mother would usually give him TOO much food. Which wasn’t so much a 
problem in and of itself; it was his father that he had a problem with. He would 


always get pissed when Justin left food on his plate, and then one thing lead to 
another... Well, you Know how that chain of thought ended. In a way, Justin blamed 
his real lack of appetite on his father. Everytime he looked at food, he just got sick 
to his stomach; especially in the morning. 


“Aren't you Kanji Tatsumi? What are you doing here?” 


Justin and Kanji both turned around to be met by the sight of a middle aged man 
standing behind them. Justin had heard the door opening only a few seconds earlier; 
must have been this guy walking in. He certainly didn’t recognize him though. Kanji 
certainly looked like he recognized him though; not that he was pleased to see the 
man. 


“Can't you tell?” Kanji replied, slightly aggravated by the interruption. “Hey, you’re 
a cop. What do you mean, what am | doing?” 


“Just what | said. There’s been a commotion around here lately.” 


“Well maybe if you did your job, things’d get quieter, huh?” Kanji spat out at the 
police officer; clearly annoyed at the implication the officer was trying to make. 
Justin couldn’t say he was too happy himself, but Kanji could handle himself just 
fine. 


“Y-You need to fix that attiude...” The cop added irritatedly, but also with a slight 
hint of fear in his voice. 


“Yeah, just like you need to fix this ‘commotion.’ Or fix crime. There’s a lot of things 
we need to fix; his attitude isn’t one of them.” Justin spat back. The officer raised an 
eyebrow at the young man sitting next to Kanji. He didn’t know who it was, but he 
didn’t like the mouth he had on him one bit. 


“Fantastic, we’ve got another trouble maker.” Justin glared intensely at the officer. 
He wasn’t just acting unprofessional, he was being a rude asshole. This is just one 
of the many reasons Justin hated cops; they had no class. Justin knew all of maybe 
two cops that he liked; and that was saying something considering his father 
worked in the FBI. “Just don’t pull anything, got it?” The officer shouted at Kanji. 
Kanji simply shook his head in slight disgust at the officer’s lack of tact. Besides, 
who was he to order Kanji around? 


“| didn’t...” The officer sighed, completely oblivious to Kanji’s aggravated claims of 
innocence. 


“I’m going to eat somewhere else.” 


“Good, you’re ruining my dinner.” Justin remarked dismissing the officer with a 
wave of his hand. The officer was appalled at Justin’s blunt nature, but alas, he was 
a cop. He dealt with assholes on a regular basis; he wasn’t going to give this kid the 


time of day. He turned around and walked out the door without so much as another 
word. Kanji was furious by the time the officer left, and rightfully so. Justin was only 
irritated at best; the guy was an asshole, but he wasn’t going to lose his shit over 
the guy’s lack of tact. 


“Asshole...” Kanji grumbled to himself, his voice raspy with anger. “The cops’re 
always like that. Soon as they spot me it’s, ‘Whaddaya doin’?’ ‘You look suspicious 
and alla that bullshit...” 


“Sounds like the polar opposite of the cops in California.” Justin remarked. Where he 
lived, every single cop was corrupt or just didn’t care. That’s why drugs and smokes 
were so easy to sell and buy in broad daylight; that’s why no one stopped Falcone 
from nearly murdering two fourteen year olds. They just didn’t give a fuck. 


“Meh, I’m used to it.” Kanji remarked. His expression soon turned from one of 
irritation, to one of disappointment. Not in Justin or the cop or the food, but in 
himself. He felt as though he were to blame for the cop pretty much ruining their 
conversation. It was like the very act of existing had constantly been fucking with 
everyone around him. “Sorry for gettin’ you mixed up in this, Senpai...” 


“You say that like this hasn’t happened to me before.” Justin chuckled slightly. It’s 
true, he had a few unpleasant encounters with the cops before; though, he 
supposed that Yu and Yosuke took the cake in that department, what being 
ARRESTED and all. 


“| really am a troublemaker. For you... and for Mom. She’s always apologizing for 
me. She’s been sprouting more and more white hairs...” Kanji sighed a bit, averting 
eye contact from Justin. Justin shrugged slightly. 


“Well knowing there’s a problem is the first step. Now you just have to correct it.” 
Justin remarked, pointing his chopsticks at Kanji. “Now I’m not saying there’s 
anything wrong with how you act, or how you go about your business; but you can’t 
just going around saying that kind of stuff to cops.” 


“What? But you did the same thing.” 


“Kanji, my parents are dead. | don’t have to worry about making my mother sick, or 
coming home wrapped in cuffs.” Kanji averted eye contact for a moment. He didn’t 
really know about Justin’s parents, so he was taken a bit off guard by the remark. 
He felt bad, but given how casually Justin seemed to refer to their deceased 
status... Well, he assumed it wasn’t something he should bring up or dwell on. 
Besides, what he said was true. Justin didn’t have to worry about disappointing his 
parents, but Kanji did. He needed to take responsibility not only for himself, but for 
his mother’s sake. 


“Maybe you’re right... Filial piety, right? | don’t really know what to do... Or so | 
thought.” Justin was more than a little confused, for a couple of reasons. First, he 


had no idea what the hell filial piety meant, and he didn’t really want to. Secondly, it 
seemed more like Kanji was having a conversation with himself than he was with 
Justin. Kanji’s gloomy expression, however, soon jumped back into life, a wide grin 
on his face. 


“I’m gonna use this power | got to make this town peaceful! I’ve been causing 
nothing but trouble, but now | can return the favor! So let’s get to it, Senpai!” Justin 
smiled, happy to see Kanji cheering up again, although he was also happy ina 
second, less significant way. As far as Justin knew, Kanji hadn’t summoned his 
Persona yet; so it seemed that the next time they went into the television, they 
would both be doing that for the first time. Justin was actually kind of curious how 
that works. Do you just kind of throw your hand around? Nah, can’t be that, Chie 
kicks her card to summon her Persona. Where the hell DOES that card come from 
anyway? Justin gave Kanji a quick nod before the two turned their attention back 
over to the chef behind the counter. They had ordered a while ago; so it was 
strange that the food hadn’t come out yet. 


“...Hey Chief, the food ready yet?” Kanji questioned, as though reading Justin’s 
mind. 


“Huh? You ordered something, Kan-chan?” Justin and Kanji both simultaneously 
dropped their eyebrows in irritation. Yes, as a matter of fact we DID order 
something. A half fucking hour ago. | swear if Chie was here she’d be all over the 
chief's ass for making her wait for her precious steak... 


“Il told you not to call me Kan-chan! And | did order: liver-leek stir fry and pot 
stickers!” 


“All | asked for was some ramen.” Justin added, still kind of pissed off that the chef 
had forgotten. 


“| swear, I’m going to tear your store apart so fast you won’t have time to file 
insurance!” Justin’s eyes widened; not because he thought the remark was 
particularly rude, though it was, but with fear. Knowing Kanji, he really would do 
that. And if Chie ever found out that Kanji did that, with Justin still there... 


“Please don’t. Chie will MURDER me.” 


“Oh, uh, well... I’m going to tear it apart and rebuild it twice as good! I-l’m gonna 
RENOVATE your ass!” 


“lam so using that as an insult from now on.” 


